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	DISCLAIMER:

	All characters depicted in this story are consenting adults over the age of 18. This is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only. It contains themes of interracial domination, BDSM, feminization, humiliation, chastity, and power exchange. All acts are entirely consensual within the fictional context and involve no blood relations. Reader discretion is advised.


CHAPTER ONE: NOT HER TYPE

	Blonde, bratty, and hot—Madison was the kind of girl guys stared at without meaning to. At 5'6", she had the toned, dancer's body of someone who spent years in ballet and cheer. Tight waist. High ass. Perky tits that didn't need a bra. Everything about her was sharp and practiced—her glossy golden hair always up in a perfect high pony, her lazy gum-chewing, that slow, confident smirk that said she knew exactly how hot she was.

	[image: Image][image: Image]She leaned against the wall, twirling a strand of hair around her finger as Evan fumbled with his water bottle. He wasn't like the guys she usually dated—tall, athletic, cocky. Evan was barely 5'4", pale and smooth, with soft blue eyes and a sweet, almost girlish face. His voice cracked when he got nervous. He blushed easily. Sensitive. Fragile. And Madison noticed all of it.

	He stared at her like he couldn't believe she was real. She liked that. The way he looked at her—like a little puppy starving for attention. She wondered if he was gay and didn't know it yet. Maybe bi. Or maybe just weak.

	Underneath those neat slacks? A thin little four-inch cock he jerked every day while watching interracial porn. Madison didn't know that yet, but she'd come to suspect it. The way he looked at her, the way he seemed to melt when she popped her gum.

	When he finally asked her out—blushing, stammering—she didn't laugh. She just looked him up and down, caught the glint of an expensive watch on his wrist, and thought:

	Whatever. He's cute. Probably rich. He'll buy me stuff. I'll use him for a bit.

	"Sure," she said, blowing a pink bubble between her lips.


CHAPTER TWO: THE SLAP

	Evan knew from the second Madison walked into the café that she was out of his league.

	Blonde, glowing, wearing tight jeans and a leather jacket, she looked like the kind of girl who dated athletes, not awkward little guys like him. Yet here she was, sliding into the booth with a smile that made him forget how to breathe.[image: Image]

	Their first date should have been a disaster. Evan, nervous and bumbling, tried to impress her with clumsy jokes—and then, trying too hard to seem confident, he muttered something about women being "so emotional."

	It wasn't even a second later that Madison slapped him across the face.

	Not hard enough to leave a mark, but enough to make his head snap to the side. Loud enough that the couple in the next booth looked over.

	The air crackled between them. Evan's heart raced. His cheeks burned—not from the slap, but from the strange, undeniable rush surging through his body. And worse, he felt his cock stiffening inside his slacks, betraying him completely.

	Madison saw it instantly. Her gaze dropped to the tent forming at his crotch, and her lips parted in delighted shock.

	"Oh my god," she said, laughing as she leaned closer. She reached under the table and rubbed the little bulge with the palm of her hand, making Evan whimper.

	"That turned you on? You liked being slapped like a little bitch?"

	He couldn't even answer. His mouth opened, but no words came out—only a desperate, pathetic little gasp.

	Madison's smile sharpened. She slapped him again, harder. [image: Image]This time Evan moaned, his body trembling with shame and need. Madison felt a jolt of heat flood her panties.

	This wasn't a man. This was a toy—a cute, nervous, submissive toy. Madison slapped him again, harder this time, and his cock throbbed helplessly against her hand.

	She sat back in her seat, tapping one long nail against her glass, studying him with a wicked glint in her eye. Evan sat frozen, cheeks flushed, cock straining, desperate for even the smallest scrap of her attention.

	Madison's secret:

	Madison wasn't raised to admit the kinds of things she liked. Her family was upper class, suburban, and polite. She dated white guys with clean haircuts and fake confidence. But late at night, when she was alone with her phone and her fingers in her shaved pussy, it was always the same:

	Interracial. Black Dom / White Slut.

	Not romantic. Not respectful. Not love. Ownership. Control.[image: Image]

	She found it by accident at first. Something in the size difference, the skin contrast, the humiliation... it crawled into her brain and stayed. BNWO. BBC addiction. White wives used while their husbands watched. Sissies kneeling, licking boots.

	Girls like her getting used and smiling after. Soon she couldn't cum to anything else. She'd swipe past every vanilla video. And she wasn't alone. Most of the girls she knew watched the same stuff.

	A few dated Black guys secretly. Others fantasized about being shared.

	They joked about the "need to get Blacked."

	 


CHAPTER THREE: THE GYM

	Madison dragged Evan to the upscale gym she liked—clean mirrors, private locker rooms, cold eucalyptus towels. She loved how she looked in the full-length glass, all tight yoga shorts and slick ponytail, perky tits pushing against her thin sports bra. Every step she took felt like a flex. She knew she looked good.

	Evan didn't belong there. He wore oversized T-shirts and baggy joggers. He kept his eyes down. He jogged slowly, sweaty and red-faced after five minutes. Next to her, he looked like a little brother tagging along. That's when they noticed him.

	Royce didn't leer. He watched—quiet, confident, measuring. Like he already knew he could have anything in the room if he wanted it. And he usually did. Tall and broad-shouldered, Royce was a retired football player who never lost a step. Thick chest, powerful arms, and a calm dominance. He didn't need to raise his voice or flex—his presence alone did the work.

	In his forties now, he carried himself like a man who'd lived, who knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it. Every word he spoke landed with weight. Every glance carried intent.

	And when it came to using his body? A Black cock, eight thick inches and heavy, full balls—he knew exactly what they were for, and exactly how to use them.

	Madison felt his eyes on her as she bent over to stretch, her ass tight and high. She smirked, dipped lower, holding the stretch longer than necessary. Evan noticed too.

	He watched the way she moved—slower, teasing, bratty. He watched the man watching her. [image: Image]And it made something sick twist in his chest.

	He didn't say anything.

	After the workout, they ran into Royce again at the smoothie bar. He was in line ahead of them, sweat-dark shirt clinging to his chest. Madison stepped in behind him, chewing on her straw. Evan moved to stand beside her, but she flicked her fingers toward the tables.

	"Evan, go grab us a spot." [image: Image]

	She didn't look at him when she said it. He hesitated, then obeyed. She stayed.

	Royce glanced over his shoulder, gave her a slow once-over. Not disrespectful—just interested, like he was weighing her.

	"You keep up better than most," he said, voice deep.

	"Dance background," Madison replied. "Cheer too."

	Royce nodded. "Explains the ass."

	Madison laughed. Real, soft, turned on. She leaned in just a little closer. They talked. Light flirting. Her body buzzed with heat—low, hungry. He made her feel small. Not in a weak way. In the right way. When Evan came back, balancing both smoothies, he saw them laughing. Madison barely glanced at him.

	"This is Evan," she said casually. "My boyfriend."

	Royce looked at him. Not with respect. Not even curiosity. Just a flick of the eyes—one glance up and down like checking inventory. Evan held out a hand. Royce didn't take it.

	"Interesting setup," he said to Madison.

	She just smiled and sipped her drink.

	Later that night:

	Madison lay back on her bed, naked, one leg draped over Evan's bare back as he knelt between her thighs. His tongue was slow, eager, obedient. He knew exactly how she liked it now, long, soft licks over her shaved pussy, then tight little circles on her clit when she started grinding against his face.

	Her phone was in her hand. Porn playing. BNWO. Some white wife moaning as she was fucked by a Black man while her husband watched. She moaned—not from the video, but from the way Evan flinched every time she tapped his cheek or pushed his face harder into her pussy.

	"Good boy," she breathed, hips rolling, pushing her pussy up into his mouth.

	He whimpered. Desperate. When she came, she held his face there, smothered him in it. Then she tapped his cheek and pulled his hair to lift his face.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"You can stroke."

	He reached for his little cock—pathetic, thin, leaking. She propped herself up and stared at it.

	"You like watching me talk to a real man?" she asked, voice low. "Bet you loved that. Watching me flirt while you sat there like a puppy."

	He nodded, breathless.

	"You ever think about what he'd do to me?" she whispered. "While you sat in the corner with your little dick in your hand?"

	Evan moaned and started to jerk faster.

	"Don't cum," she snapped.

	He froze.

	She leaned forward, and flicked one wet finger against the head of his cock hard. He gasped. "You don't cum until I get fucked first," she said.

	And Evan—red-faced, dripping, cock twitching, nodded. Madison stared down at him. Then she leaned in closer, her voice soft but cold. "You're never going to fuck me, Evan."

	He blinked, wide-eyed.

	"You know it. I know it. We both got hooked on the same thing. BNWO. You jerked off to it. I got off to it. That's who we are." She ran her hand down his face, almost sweetly. "I'm going to get us both what we want. And you're going to thank me for it."

	 


CHAPTER FOUR: THE INVITATION

	Madison hadn't stopped thinking about him. The way he moved. The way he looked right through Evan. The sound of his voice when he said, "You've got an interesting setup."[image: Image]

	She started going to the gym without Evan. Sluttier makeup. Tighter shorter shorts. Hoping, waiting.

	He was there on Thursday.

	She caught his eye. He gave a small nod. And later, when she was stretching by the glass wall, he passed by with a quiet, "You free after this?"

	She smiled. "Depends on what's after this."

	"Smoke and chill," he said. "Out back in my SUV."

	He didn't need to say more.

	She texted Evan:

	Meet me up out back in the parking lot. Hurry up.

	They slid into the SUV together—Madison first, then Evan behind her. Royce sat in the driver's seat, relaxed, one arm draped over the wheel, the other holding a blunt. Madison crossed her legs, looking relaxed. Evan sat up straight and stiff.

	Royce lit the blunt, took a long hit, passed it to Madison. She inhaled, slow and smooth, exhaling out the window like she'd done it a hundred times. Then she passed it to Evan without a word. [image: Image]Royce watched them both.

	"You two watch a lot of porn?" he asked casually. Voice low. Unbothered.

	Evan's eyes jumped. Madison smirked.

	"Why?" she asked.

	Royce shrugged. "l see it every day. All you young whites... you're raised on it now. Interracial. BNWO. You act like it's just porn, but it's in your heads. Deep. You walk around carrying it, craving it—and thinking no one notices." He leaned back in his seat, eyes on the rearview mirror, locking onto Evan.[image: Image]"Lemme guess," he said. "You jerk off to watching white boys get humiliated. BBC. Sissy stuff. Throats stretched. Holes owned."

	Evan didn't answer. He couldn't.

	Royce turned to Madison. "And you? You like watching pretty little white girls get wrecked? Split open, used like cumrags. Like they don't matter?" Her face flushed. She didn't deny it. "I've been watching your type for years," he said. "Raised on it. Conditioned by it. You crave it now, even if you pretend you don't. But I don't think either of you are pretending anymore."

	He reached back and placed his hand on Madison's knee. Then slid it slowly higher. "You're not here because you're confused," he said. "You're here because you both want the same thing." Madison's thighs parted without a word.

	Evan sat frozen, hard, leaking, breath shallow. Royce looked at him again—calm. Direct. "You're not her man," he said. "You're her bitch. And both of you? You're mine now. Toys. That's what this is."

	 


CHAPTER FIVE: YOURS NOW

	Royce's apartment wasn't flashy, just clean, calm, minimalistic.

	Dark leather couch, low lighting, soft music humming in the background. A tray on the table: weed and papers, a bottle of poppers. A bottle of whiskey half full. An ashtray.

	Madison curled her legs under her on the couch. She'd already told Evan to sit on the floor beside her, like a good boy. He obeyed without a word, settling cross-legged at her feet—too upright, too tense. Madison gave Royce a knowing look over the rim of her glass, and he smirked back. They both saw it. Both knew exactly what Evan was. A little bitch, right where he belonged.

	Royce poured three drinks. Passed them out.

	"Relax," he said, settling back into the armchair. "This isn't complicated."

	They sipped. The music pulsed low, rhythmic.

	"You two ever share before?" he asked, eyes flicking between them.

	Madison smirked. "Not like this."

	Royce nodded. He reached for the small bottle of poppers, opened it, and passed it under Madison's nose. She breathed deep. Her eyes fluttered. "Juice?" he asked, offering it to Evan next.

	Evan hesitated, then sniffed—and gasped as his body tingled, his body relaxing. Royce stood. His shirt came off. Then his belt. Then everything. His cock and balls hung heavy—dark, thick, veined. Easily eight inches.

	"On your knees," he said.

	Madison slid down off the couch next to Evan. They knelt side by side. She looked excited. He looked terrified. Royce stepped in front of them.

	"You both know what this is. You've been watching it since high school. You've been dreaming about it. This moment. Being owned." He looked straight at Evan. "You ever seen her used up close?"

	Evan shook his head slowly. "No."

	"You're gonna see it now."

	He grabbed Madison's ponytail and fed his cock into her open mouth, slow but deliberate. She gagged once, moaned, eyes watering immediately as he slid deeper. Her throat bulged. Drool spilled out the corners of her lips.

	Evan's little cock stood up without touching.

	Royce pulled out, her chin slick.

	Then he looked at Evan. "Open up." Evan hesitated—just a beat too long. Royce grabbed his hair like he did Madison's. "Don't act shy. You've watched a thousand of these clips."

	He pushed in—slow, steady. Evan's eyes went wide as his jaw stretched open, lips straining around the thick shaft. He gagged. Tried to breathe. Failed. Tried again.

	Madison watched, stroking her pussy through her gym shorts.

	Royce didn't stop. He went back and forth. Madison. Evan. Using both throats over and over. Drool everywhere. Chins slick. Faces flushed and tear streaked. He had them trade off—one sucking, the other licking his heavy balls.

	"Look at each other," Royce said. [image: Image]

	They did. Humiliated. Beautiful.

	"You two were raised for this. Every porno you watched brought you here."

	He groaned deep in his chest. His rhythm slowed. Then stilled. Madison opened her mouth wide. He shot his load into her open mouth. The biggest load of cum she had ever seen.

	"All yours. Share it," he said.

	She swallowed—but not all of it. She turned to Evan, grabbed his face, and kissed him hard. She kissed him like she never had before. Deep and needy, turned on. They shared every drop.

	When they pulled back, breathless, dripping with cum and drool, he looked at them.[image: Image]

	"l own you both now," he said.

	Neither of them said a word. They just knelt there. Waiting for what was next.


CHAPTER SIX: CLAIMING[image: Image]

	Royce didn't ask. He just stood up, grabbed Madison by the hips, and bent her over the arm of the couch. She went willingly—eyes glassy from the whiskey, thighs already slick, her little pink thong pulled to the side.

	She knew what was coming. She'd dreamed about this moment for years. So had Evan.

	Royce slid his big Black cock in slow, thick, veined, stretching her tight young pussy inch by inch. She gasped, mouth open, her nails digging into the cushion.

	"Oh my god," she choked out. "It's so... big."

	Royce grunted. His hands gripped her hips. He started to move—long, slow thrusts, making her feel every inch. Evan was already kneeling, where he'd been told to stay. Eyes wide. Little cock stiff and twitching, untouched. Watching the girl he loved get taken in front of him. Used how he never could.

	Madison turned her head, hair sticking to her sweaty cheek.

	"You better not cum," she hissed. "Just sit there. Watch like the bitch you are."

	That only made it worse. His cock throbbed painfully. She moaned louder now, pushing back against every thrust. Royce didn't stop until her legs were shaking, until the slap of skin echoed through the room. He pulled out at the last second, thick white cum spilling across her ass.

	"Clean her," Royce said.

	Evan didn't move.

	"l said clean her."

	Royce's hand cracked across Evan's cheek—hard and sudden.

	Evan's head snapped to the side, and he gasped, wide-eyed, his lip trembling. Madison froze. Her mouth parted. Her eyes locked on Evan—not with pity, but with something hotter, darker. Like she was seeing him clearly for the first time. Not as her boyfriend. As the pathetic, obedient toy he really was. She began rubbing her clit.

	Evan began to lick and swallow it all. Slow, careful, humiliated. Royce leaned back and smirked. "Now we're getting somewhere."

	Royce sat back on the couch, arms relaxed, satisfied. He looked down at Evan.

	"You ever fucked her?"

	Evan shook his head, unable to speak.

	Royce smirked. '"So pathetic. And you never will."[image: Image]

	He snapped his fingers.

	"Kneel in front of us."

	Royce turned to Madison, calm and expectant.

	"Go to the kitchen. Bring me a spoon."

	She hesitated only for a second—just long enough for the command to sink in. Then she nodded and walked, still naked, toward the kitchen without a word. Royce watched her go, satisfied. "She knows her place," he said.

	When she returned, she held the spoon. "Good girl," he said, and patted the cushion beside him. He looked down at Evan's leaking cock.[image: Image] "You can cum now. Right here." Evan whimpered, started stroking. Fast. Desperate.

	"Catch it," Royce said to Madison.

	She knelt in front of him, caught every drop of cum in her palm, then looked up with a wicked grin. She scooped it onto the spoon... and fed it back to him. Royce sat back and smiled.

	Mine," he said. "Both of you."

	Evan stayed kneeling, lips wet, head bowed.

	Royce leaned in close to Madison's ear. "Go to the bedroom," he whispered, low and firm. "Bring back two plugs, lube, and the cage."

	She didn't hesitate. She stood, still flushed from being used, and disappeared down the hall. [image: Image]Royce looked down at Evan, resting one hand on the back of his head.

	"Open up," he said.

	Evan obeyed. Royce leaned back, spreading his legs wider.

	"You want to serve? Start with these." Evan's mouth moved forward.

	Royce didn't have to guide him. He just pressed down gently, keeping him in place as he started to work. Madison returned a minute later, arms full—two small plugs, a bottle of lube, and a glittery pink cage barely an inch long.

	She smirked when she saw Evan at work. "Still hard?" she asked, crouching beside him. She ran a finger down the shaft. "Pathetic."

	She reached under him with her other hand and began to squeeze and slap his balls hard. Evan whimpered against Royce's skin, trying not to move. "Keep your mouth busy, bitch," Royce said, holding him steady. Madison kept at it until Evan's little white dick went limp.

	She slipped the cage on, clicked it shut, and leaned in close to whisper, "There. That's where it belongs."[image: Image]

	Royce nodded toward the second plug. "Your turn." Madison didn't flinch. She lubed it slowly, then turned and bent over, spreading her cheeks wide. She slid it in—deep and smooth.

	Royce stood, towering over them both. "l own you now," he said. "Both of you. I expect you here every evening." Neither of them said a word. They just nodded. Plugged. Caged. Obedient.


CHAPTER SEVEN: DOLLY

	They arrived exactly when they were told to. Madison in a short hoodie and nothing underneath. Evan quiet, flushed, his little pink cage locked in place. Both of them already plugged—just as Daddy had ordered.

	As soon as the front door closed, Royce spoke without turning from the couch. "Strip." No pleasantries. No warmth. Just control.

	They obeyed. Clothes hit the floor in silence. Madison stood tall, proud. Evan stood small, already trembling, plug shifting inside him. Royce turned to look them over.

	"Good," he said. "You're learning." He tossed two black collars onto the floor at their feet. "Put 'em on."

	They did—no hesitation. Madison helped Evan buckle his, patting his cheek afterward like a good little pet.[image: Image] Royce chuckled and leaned back with his drink.

	"You two should get married or something," he said. "Be my married cuck couple. Show up like this every night. She gets used, you get to watch, and maybe—if you're lucky—you get fed."[image: Image]

	He lit a blunt. Passed it to Madison.

	She hit it, passed it to Evan. Then took a sip of whiskey. Royce stood. Walked up behind Madison. Bent her over the arm of the couch again like it was routine now.[image: Image]

	Evan sank to his knees, already leaking in the cage, hands clenched in his lap.

	Royce pushed in slow, deep—long strokes that made Madison moan low and sharp. He glanced down at Evan. "Don't even pretend you're not hard watching this."

	Madison turned her head toward Evan. Her eyes were wild, needy, and cruel. "You love this," she whispered. "You're so much better like this."

	Royce didn't stop until he finished inside her—long, deep, full. He pulled out and pointed. "You know what to do."

	Evan crawled forward without a word and began to clean her, tongue careful, shameful, obedient. Royce sat back and looked down at both of them. "l know what you want next," he said. "Go get the juice."

	Madison brought the small brown bottle. They took turns sniffing it—eyes fluttering, bodies relaxing into the high. Royce stood. His cock still glistened. They both moved forward and worshipped side by side. Tongues out. Slow licks. Deep breaths. Royce looked at Evan and smirked. "Boy, you're never gonna cum like a man again." Evan whimpered.

	"From now on, your name is Dolly. That's a good little sissy name."

	Royce tilted Madison's face up, stroked her jaw. "And you, my good girl—keep breaking him. Make him beg. He's not gonna get touched again until he's crying to be taken."


CHAPTER EIGHT: THE NEW NORMAL

	The next morning felt different. Madison woke up before Dolly, pulled on one of Royce's old T-shirts—oversized on her dancer's frame—and padded barefoot to the kitchen. Coffee brewed. The apartment was quiet. But something had shifted. When Dolly finally emerged from the bedroom, she didn't speak.

	She padded out softly, eyes still tired, her little pink cage visible beneath the hem of her sleep shirt. Her walk was slower than usual. Plug still in. Face still marked faintly from the night before.

	Madison turned from the counter, sipped her coffee, and smiled.[image: Image] "Good morning, bride."

	Dolly blinked, confused.

	"Oh, don't act surprised," Madison said. "We're getting married. For real. And you're going to be my bitch. Ours. Daddy's and mine."[image: Image] She stepped closer, grabbed Dolly's face with one hand, and kissed her forehead. "You're not Evan anymore. You're Dolly. My sissy bride. Daddy's pet. Nothing more."

	Dolly looked down. The cage was already tightening.

	"On your knees."

	She dropped instantly, knees hitting the tile floor.[image: Image] Madison circled her slowly, sipping from her mug. "You've been dreaming about this. You just didn't have the balls to say it."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She smirked. "Good thing I'm breaking those down too."

	Madison set her mug down and slapped Dolly across the cheek hard. Dolly flinched but didn't move. Another slap. Then another.[image: Image] Slow. Measured. Like training.

	"Keep your hands on your thighs," Madison said. "You don't get to stop this."

	Dolly's breathing got heavier. Her little body trembled. "You're going to cry," Madison said. "And you're still going to thank me."

	She dropped low, her face inches from Dolly's. "Because you know this is what you are. You're not my boyfriend. You're my doll. My property." She stood, stepped behind Dolly, and with one smooth motion, cupped her little balls from behind and gave them a sharp, upward slap. Then another. Then another. Dolly whimpered. Then sobbed.

	Her sissy clit throbbed in the cage, useless and tight.

	"You think Daddy's done with you?" Madison whispered. "He hasn't even started. He's going to stretch you out; make you beg for it. And I'll be right there, sitting on his cock while you cry into the floor."[image: Image]

	Dolly sniffled, tears rolling now. Madison leaned back on the couch, spreading her legs wide. "Now crawl. Eat." Dolly moved forward without hesitation.

	Madison moaned low as Dolly's tongue went to work—slow, shaky, but desperate to please. The kind of hunger that only came from being owned. Madison closed her eyes and let her mind drift—back to Royce.

	[image: Image]The weight of him inside her. The power. The way he looked down at Dolly like she was nothing. She came hard, moaning openly, her fingers tangled in Dolly's hair.

	When it was over, she looked down at her—wet face, red cheeks, sobbing softly against her thigh. "You're mine," Madison whispered. "And I'm giving you to him."


CHAPTER NINE: OWNED

	They arrived at Daddy's place just before sunset. Madison dressed like she didn't care, hoodie, no bra, plug in place. Dolly walked behind her, caged, plugged, collared. Quiet. Knowing.

	The moment the door closed, Royce pointed to the floor. "Kneel." They obeyed without a word. "Juice," he said. Madison brought the small bottle over.

	She and Dolly took slow, deep inhales. Their eyes fluttered. Breathing shifted. Bodies relaxed. Royce stood in front of them, already half hard, already in control.

	"You know what to do," he said. They leaned in together. Madison on one side, Dolly on the other. Tongues out. Eyes up. They worshipped slowly—licking along his length, taking turns, sharing his cock. The scent of sweat and leather filled the room.

	Royce looked down at Dolly. "You want to be useful, you better learn to pose." He snapped his fingers. [image: Image]"Cat. Cow. Face down, ass up."

	Dolly obeyed—dropping to her hands and knees. Arching. Sinking. Her plug flexed with every movement.

	"Don't forget how to pose, bitch," Royce said.

	Madison watched, one hand between her thighs, the other gripping Dolly's hip to adjust her back. "Like that," she whispered. "Hold it. You want to be Daddy's bitch? Then learn to pose like one."

	Royce's voice dropped.

	"You will both call me Daddy from now on."

	"Yes, Daddy," they said in unison.

	He stepped behind Dolly. Rested one hand on the small of her back.

	"Remove it," he said to Madison. Madison reached down and slowly pulled the plug free—slick, glistening. Royce lined up behind her. Pressed in. Dolly gasped. He didn't go slow. He took her hard. Every thrust made Dolly moan, whimper, shake—but she stayed in position. Madison held her hand. Watched her face. Whispered: "This is what we always wanted, isn't it?"

	Royce grunted. His rhythm deepened. When he finished, he didn't say a word. He simply nodded at Madison. She pushed the plug back in, sealing everything inside.

	Dolly whimpered but didn't resist.

	"Lesson time," Daddy said.

	Madison rose to her feet without question. She walked to the side table where the belt lay coiled—thick, dark leather, worn smooth by use. She brought it to Daddy and held it out with both hands, her head lowered. He didn't take it.

	He just looked at her.

	"You do it," he said. "She's yours now, too. She needs to feel it."

	Madison swallowed. Her fingers tightened around the belt. Dolly didn't move—still bent forward, plug firmly seated, arms trembling. Her breathing had already changed. She knew what was coming. Madison stepped behind her, raised the belt, and let it fall. The first strike wasn't gentle.

	Dolly gasped, her fingers clenching into the fabric of the couch.

	"Harder," Daddy said.

	The second landed louder. Madison didn't pause this time. She struck again. And again. Each sound echoed off the walls—sharp, final.[image: Image] Dolly's eyes were wet now. Her voice cracked in her throat. But she stayed in place.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Daddy leaned forward, watching closely.

	"She has to understand," he said softly. "This isn't a game. This is her role. Bottom of the house. Plugged, caged, obedient."

	Madison's voice was steady now, low and cruel. "You're not my boyfriend. You're my bitch. You're Daddy's toy. You've been dreaming of this since you were too young to even know what it meant." She struck again. Dolly cried out. "And now you're here. Living it."

	Daddy stood and walked to Dolly's side, crouching down near her ear. "You can leave," he said, calmly. "I'll unlock the cage. You can walk out that door. Go pretend you're a man again."

	Dolly didn't answer.

	"Or..." he said, "you can say what we both know is true." He nodded toward Madison. "Look her in the eyes. Look me in the eyes. Beg us."

	Dolly lifted her head slowly. Tears streaked her cheeks, her mouth trembling. "l... I want to stay," she whispered. "Please."

	"Louder."

	"l want to stay. I want to be yours. Both of yours. I don't want to be anything else."

	Daddy stood up. "That's better."

	Madison sat back, her breathing heavy, face flushed from control and adrenaline. She nodded once, slow and approving.[image: Image]

	 


CHAPTER TEN: THE WEDDING

	White roses lined the aisle, where relatives, coworkers, and clueless childhood friends sat in their Sunday best, beaming at the "happy couple." None of them knew the truth. None of them saw the depravity beneath the ceremony's veneer.

	Madison glided down the aisle, her white gown hugging her curves. Her lace panties, hidden beneath, were soaked, clinging to her pussy. A thick, black butt plug stretched her ass, shifting with every step. She relished the secret, her pussy damp.

	At the altar stood Dolly—known to the guests as Evan. Her black tuxedo was tailored to her small weak body, her polished shoes gleaming, her face flushed with nervous heat. To the world, she was a shy young groom. But beneath the crisp dress shirt was a delicate little white lace training bra, lace panties strained against her caged clit, and a garter belt held up sheer stockings. A massive butt plug—larger than Madison's—stretched her tight hole, making her thighs quiver. The cage, a cruel steel prison, [image: Image]ensured her clitty stayed small and useless.

	The pastor, a towering Black man with warm eyes and a knowing smile, presided over the farce. His robes hid a thick, throbbing cock—ten inches of Black dominance that had already claimed both Madison and Dolly in the chapel's backroom weeks prior. He'd fucked their throats until they gagged, slapped their faces until they sobbed, and pounded their asses until they screamed for mercy. Now, he stood before them. Under his robes, his dick was hard as he savoured their submission in front of an oblivious crowd.

	Royce sat in the third row. His calm smile masked his true role. To the guests, he was a vague acquaintance. To Madison and Dolly, he was their owner. He'd trained them, broken them over months. His massive Black cock had reshaped their holes, their minds, their lives. He'd fucked Madison until she squirted, her cunt spasming around him. He'd fucked Dolly until her body shook, her ass clenching desperately around his girth. Today, he watched his sluts perform.

	The ceremony:

	"Dearly beloved," the pastor began, his deep voice resonating, "we are gathered to celebrate the union of Madison and Evan."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Royce's lips curled into a smirk. He knew the vows were a lie. This wasn't a marriage of equals—it was two white preparing for a life of serving him.

	As Madison recited her vows, she leaned close to Dolly, her breath hot against her ear. "You're not my husband, Dolly. You're Royce's wife. His bitch. Just like me."

	Dolly's knees almost buckled, her cage tightening painfully as her clitty throbbed. Her ass clenched around the plug, the pressure making her whimper. "Y-yes, Madison," she whispered, her voice trembling with need.[image: Image]

	"You may now kiss the bride," the pastor declared, his eyes glinting with sadistic amusement.

	Madison grabbed Dolly's face, her nails digging into her cheeks. The kiss was no tender peck—it was a claiming. Her tongue invaded Dolly's mouth, forcing her to submit in front of everyone. Dolly moaned softly, her clitty leaking into her panties, humiliated by how desperately she craved it.

	The reception:

	The reception was a blur of clinking glasses and polite chatter, but as the guests departed, the real celebration began. In the bridal suite, Madison lounged on the bed, her gown unzipped to reveal red welts across her back—marks from Royce's belt the night before. Her lace panties were pulled aside, her glistening cunt on display. Dolly knelt on the floor, her tuxedo discarded, her bra and panties exposed. Her plug in her lubed ass, her cage dripping with pre-cum.

	Royce towered over her, his suit unbuttoned to reveal his chiselled chest. "You ready, slut?" he growled, his voice deep.

	Dolly's eyes watered, but she nodded. "I'm ready, Daddy."

	"Say it louder. Beg."

	"I'm ready, Daddy! Please, use me!" Her voice cracked, her body trembling with desperation.[image: Image]

	Madison handed Royce a syringe. "The final step," she purred. "Hormones to make her perfect."

	Royce held the syringe, his eyes locked on Dolly's. He jabbed it into her ass. The hormones flooded her system, promising softer skin, tits, and a mind even more pliable. She shivered, her clitty twitching uselessly in its cage.

	Royce unbuckled his belt, his massive cock springing free—eight Black inches, thick, veins pulsing. "Earn it, bitch."

	Dolly leaned forward, her lips stretching around his girth. She gagged, her throat bulging as he grabbed her hair and forced it down her throat. Drool dripped onto her bra, her eyes streaming as he fucked her throat. "That's it, you white slut," he snarled. "Choke on Black cock like you were born to."

	Madison watched, fingering her cunt, her moans mixing with Dolly's gurgles. "She's so fucking pathetic," she laughed.

	"Look at her clitty leaking."

	Royce pulled out, slapping Dolly's face hard enough to leave a red mark. "Ass up," he ordered.

	Dolly scrambled onto the bed, her plugged hole exposed as she arched her back. Royce yanked the plug free, her ass gaping obscenely. He spat into the hole, then slammed his cock inside. Dolly screamed, her body shaking as he pounded her raw. Each thrust drove her face into the mattress, her cage tight on her throbbing clitty. The pleasure was overwhelming. Her mind broke further with every hard stroke.

	"Cum like a bitch," Royce growled, slapping her ass. "Show me what a sissy slut you are."

	Her ass clenched around his cock, her clitty spasming in its cage as she came hard. Her vision blurred, her screams muffled by the sheets as waves of humiliating ecstasy tore through her. She didn't touch her clitty; she didn't need to. Her ass was a pussy now, and it milked Royce's cock.

	Royce flooded her ass with cum. It spilled out, dripping down her thighs as he pulled free. "Good girl," he panted, smacking her used ass.

	The final toast:

	Three glasses raised, champagne for Royce and Madison, piss and cum for Dolly.

	"Welcome to your future," Royce said, laughing.

	"To us," Madison whispered, her fingers tracing the chastity cage. Dolly gulped down Madison's piss and Royce’s cum as Madison and Royce watched.
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